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shoulder. The trees behind the railings weie stretching out their
dusty leaves like hands begging for water.

"Do, please, go and fetch my husband. He's not used to
drinking so much. I ought to have stopped him. Spirits are so
bad for him."

Raymond, who had resumed his seat, got up again and, for
the second time, shuddered at what he saw reflected in the
mirror. He was still young, but what good would that do him?
True, he might still awaken love, but no longer could he choose
in whom. To a man who can still flaunt the passing glories of
the body's springtime, everything is possible. Had his age been
five years less than it was, he might, he thought, have had a
chance. Better than most he knew what mere youthfulness can
achieve with a woman who has been drained dry, how magically
it can overcome antipathies and preferences, shame and remorse,
what pricking curiosity, what appetites it can wake. But now
he was without a weapon. Looking at himself he felt as a man
might do who goes into battle with a broken sword.

"If you won't do what I ask, I suppose I must go myself.
They're making him drink. ... I don't know how I can manage
to get him away. How disgusting it all is!"

"What would your Bertrand say if he could, see you now,
sitting here with me . . . and his fatter in that state?"

"He would understand everything: he Joes understand
everything."

It was at that moment that the noise of a heavy body crashing
to the ground came from the bar. Raymond rushed across the
room and, with the help of the barman, tried to lift Victor
Larousselle, whose feet were caught in the overturned stool. His
hand, streaming with blood, still convulsively clutched a broken
bottle. Maria tremblingly threw a coat round the shoulders of
Bertrand's father, and turned up the collar so as to hide his now
purple face. The barman said to Raymond, who was settling
the bill, that one could never be sure it wasn't a heart attack,